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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

POEMS 

TO A FRIEND WHOSE WORK HAS COME TO NOTHING 

Now all the truth is out, 
Be secret and take defeat 
From any brazen throat, 
For how can you compete, 
Being honor bred, with one 
Who were it proved he lies 
Were neither shamed in his own 
Nor in his neighbors' eyes; 
Bred to a harder thing 
Than Triumph, turn away 
And like a laughing string 
Whereon mad fingers play 
Amid a place of stone, 
Be secret and exult, 
Because of all things known 
That is most difficult. 



PAUDEEN 

Indignant at the fumbling wits, the obscure spite 
Of our old Paudeen in his shop, I stumbled blind 
Among the stones and thorn trees, under morning light, 
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Poems 



Until a curlew cried and in the luminous wind 
A curlew answered, and I was startled by the thought 
That on the lonely height where all are in God's eye, 
There cannot be, confusion of our sound forgot, 
A single soul that lacks a sweet crystalline cry. 



TO A SHADE 

If you have revisited the town, thin Shade, 
Whether to look upon your monument 
(I wonder if the builder has been paid) 
Or happier thoughted when the day is spent 
To drink of that salt breath out of the sea 
When grey gulls fly about instead of men, 
And the gaunt houses put on majesty: 
Let these content you and be gone again ; 
For they are at their old tricks yet. 

A man 
Of your own passionate serving kind who had brought 
In his full hands what, had they only known, 
Had given their children's children loftier thought 
Sweeter emotion, working in their veins 
Like gentle blood, has been driven from the place, 
And insult heaped upon him for his pains 
And for his open-handedness, disgrace; 



[S3] 



